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One 


It was after a show and we were in some backroom dressing room, alone. | couldn't wait. | attacked him, 
pushing him against the wall, his body still sweat slicked from the show, his hair dripping. | kissed him, forcing 
my tongue into his mouth. He flicked it away and wriggled a bit in my grasp, and he pushed me away like he 
always does. 


"Slash, hey." he said, his voice thick and cracking now from two hours of singing and screaming, and he was 


still out of breath. 


‘Mmmmmm, what?" | said, ignoring his protests, ignoring the way he pushed me away. I'd never considered 
wanting a guy before, but that didn't matter to me. | didn't feel gay, because other guys still did nothing for 
me. Axl was in a class all his own. | had to attack him because | didn't know how long this would last, this band. 
We played all around the Sunset Strip, courting record executives, or their minions, but so far no one has 
bitten. | thought drugs might take us down, drugs and alcohol. | thought we'd burn brightly in the pan for a 
few months, maybe a couple of years if we were lucky, and then we'd all be dead.| didn't care. | wanted him 
now. | knew there was no time to waste. 


| leaned in again, feeling the way his bones felt through his pale skin, feeling the tightness of those black 


leather pants against his skin, feeling the dampness of his hair, and | untied the bandana that was around his 
forehead and his hair fell forward, covering his eyes. 


"Slash," he said between kisses, his out of breath way of saying my name driving me crazy. Everything about 
him drove me crazy. | kissed his neck, tasting the salt of his sweat. He leaned his head back and moaned 
despite the tenseness of his muscles, despite the urge he had to shove me away, and | knew he would. He 


always did. 


When the hard shove came | rocked back with it, not letting it knock me off my feet. | stood and gazed at him, 
at his narrowed green blue eyes, at the drying red hair obscuring most of his face, at the way his nostrils 


flared. 


"C'mon," he said, meaning ‘quit it, and | knew his girlfriend waited for him somewhere, out in the crowd or in 
the halls of the backstage area. | could sense her near. He was in control of things with her, but with us? Was 
there even an us? | didn't know, but | didn't think there was, not exactly. | stole everything | wanted from him. 


We lived together, all of us. All five of us. We drank and we did drugs and we played shows, and Duff worked. | 
worked, too. | went to a newspaper stand and spent all the time on the phone, booking gigs, getting people to 
agree to go to these gigs. | wrote songs, we all did, and it was very difficult to say who did what. We could 
agree that Axl, Duff, and Izzy wrote lyrics. I's easy to see who is writing something down, but as for the rest 
of it? If was so twisted up and tangled that there was no way to say. 


| came home from work to the house, a messy, pizza crust encrusted two floor shambles. No one was here 
but Axl, and he was sleeping. I'd made a quick tour of the house and only found Axl sleeping in one of the 
bedrooms upstairs. 


| gazed at him sleeping, the covers loosely around his shoulders, his head tucked down toward his chest. It was 
six PM. and he was sleeping. Sometimes he would be up for days, talking so much, the ideas tumbling out on 
top of each other, the future plans so crystal and glittering | sometimes thought we could all see it. Other 
times he slept for days and was quiet when he was awake, and he wouldn't look at you. He was so different 


from me. | just worked steadily every day, not feeling any excessive highs or lows, despite the drugs. 


"Axl," | said, my voice loud in the heat and stillness of the room. The shades were drawn and let light in around 
their edges, and | had a flash of a memory of being very little and put to bed before the sun had gone down. | 
bit my lip, feeling the memory tatter and float away. 


He didn't stir at the sound of his name, he didn't move. In the darkness of the room his hair looked light brown. 
| licked my lips and felt the desire for him crawling through all of my cells. The desire for him was pleasurable 
with an undercurrent of sharp pain | could never really have him. | didn't have him at all. | kissed him, | 


touched him, and sometimes he allowed it and sometimes he shoved me away. 


"Axl," | said, stepping toward him, and now he stirred, curling up inside of himself, turning away from me. | got 
on the bed, feeling it dip down with my weight. | laid next to him, feeling the heat of his body even through the 
blanket. 


| drank another drink, whiskey and water. The night had turned cool and | could feel it through the screen door. 
We were alone again, and it was just luck. | didn't know where the others were and | didn't care. Axl was 
drinking, too. He looked so beautiful, his hair long and shiny and hanging in two perfect sheets around his face. 
He wore a leopard print vest over a T-shirt and it looked good on him somehow. He made the most ridiculous 
clothes look good. | looked at him, feeling the warmth of the whiskey as it exploded in my stomach, and he 
looked so nice in the light from the shaded lamp, we had a colored cloth hanging over it. 


| leaned back on the couch, back and into him, and he set his drink down on the coffee table, something in soda, 
probably rum but who knew. He let me lean into him, he settled back and yielded for that moment, and | licked 
my lips, tasting whiskey, and | leaned my head up toward him and saw the heaviness, the beginnings of 
drunkenness in his eyes. When his defenses were down was the best time to take what | wanted, because 
maybe when his defenses were down he knew and could accept that he wanted it, too. It couldn't be just me, 


not with the kind of electricity | felt when | was near him. 


| leaned up for a kiss, and due to our positioning he would have to lean down for it to work, and he did. | saw 
his eyes shut, the gold lashes resting against his cheeks. | felt his tongue as it snaked out and into my mouth, 
and | tasted the sickly sweetness of soda and the definite taste of rum, and the cigarettes he smoked. 


Still kissing him | moved so | was up on my knees, and | pushed him lightly but enough to get him to lie down, 
and | straddled his waist and held his wrists in my hands. His skin was so pale and | could see the blue veins 


snaking under it. 


"Axl," | said softly, just because | liked to hear his name. He opened his eyes and looked up at me, and | saw his 
chest rise and fall with his rapid breathing. | could see so many things in his eyes, | knew he'd let me do what | 
wanted. There was none of the sharp anger or the opposition that was usually there. | let go of one of his 


wrists and touched his hair, and he closed his eyes again. 


